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Dave smiled and turned up the volume. Steppenwolf's Born To Wild blasted out of the truck's speakers and 
Dave sang along as he guided the truck along the highway. It was late June and the sun had already added 
warmth to the early morning, Dave opened the driver's side window leaning his arm on the frame enjoying the 


feel of the hot air rushing over his skin 


Dave loved his job, he had been driving big rigs long distance for eighteen months now and the job suited him. 
Prior to taking to life on the open road he had worked as a sales manager for a paper goods company; he had 
worked a 4-5 day and he pulled in good money but he was bored, bored fucking shitless. Every day had been 
the same, he had to drag himself out of bed knowing that this day was going to be the same as the previous 
day and the next day would be the same again. He began to hate his job; he felt claustrophobic in the tiny 
office he shared with two other managers, he resented his co-workers who seemed happy with the monotony 


of their lives and he longed to do something different, something less restrictive, something less fucking boring. 


The feeling grew stronger the nearer he got to his 35th birthday until one Monday morning two months 
before his birthday he had walked into the office where he cleared out his desk and walked back out again. He'd 
never set foot in the place again. He went on vacation to Hawaii, the first real vacation he had taken for 10 
years, he'd had a blast and came back home ready to decide what he was going to do next. He had scanned the 
papers looking for a job that excited him but nothing jumped out at him, he started to worry that he had 
made the wrong decision, he even thought about going back into sales. Then he saw the ad for long distance 
truck drivers, he knew that was it, that this was the job he had been looking for, and he had enrolled the next 
day. The company had sponsored his Commercial Drivers License, provided him with a two year contract and a 


new rig, and two months later he was out driving across the country. 


Currently Dave was passing by Phoenix, Arizona, heading to Southern California, some 2000 miles away from 
his native Virginia and a 1000 light years away from his previous job. The highway was pretty much deserted 
which made Dave even happier, the only frustrating thing about trucking was the traffic around large cities 
but when you got an open road there was no better job in the world. The miles flashed by, miles of open 
countryside dotted with farms and the occasional town, it was the perfect day for driving and Dave grinned as 
he sipped the coffee he had bought at the last truck stop. Up ahead of him Dave could see a figure walking 
along the side of the road and it looked like it was carrying a surfboard. Dave rubbed his eyes, he had gotten a 
good nights sleep but maybe he was more tired than he thought. The truck drew nearer, the figure was a 
skinny man with long blond hair, a backpack slung over his shoulder wearing a baseball cap, tank top, loud board 
shorts and flip flops, and he was indeed carrying a surfboard under his arm. The man turned to face the 
truck, the sun glinted off of his mirrored aviator sunglasses as he stuck out his thumb and waggled it at the 
approaching truck. Dave never picked up hitchhikers but a man dressed in surfing gear carrying a surfboard 
walking along a highway 200 miles from the nearest beach made him curious. He slowed and pulled the truck 
onto the verge stopping a hundred feet from the surfer, the man's face broke into a huge grin and he ran 


towards the truck. Dave opened the passenger door and leaned out. 


"Hey man, thanks for stopping," The blond man grinned up at him. "I thought | was going to have to walk the 
whole fucking way home." 


"| have to ask," Dave couldn't hold in his curiosity any longer, "what the fuck are you doing out here in the 


middle of nowhere carrying a surfboard?" 


The blond flashed him a toothy smile. "| was down on the Gulf coast doing some surfing. Isla Blanca, some good 


waves there." 
"You haven't walked from Isla Blanca?" It was just over 1000 miles from the Texan beach resort to Phoenix. 


"Fuck no," the blond laughed, "I drove but my car died a few miles back, decided to abandon it and get a ride 


home." 


Dave remembered seeing a clapped out blue VW beetle about IO miles back. "You left the car but took the 
surfboard?" 


"Dude, my board is worth more than the car." The blond patted the board under his arm. "More reliable too." 


"Where are you headed?" Dave knew that now he had stopped he ought to give the guy a ride, and if he didn't 
the guy wasn't going to get much further, not wearing those flimsy flip flips. 


"Laguna Beach, California." 


Dave was heading into Long Beach so he could get him pretty close to home. "Put the board in the back of the 
cab and get in" 


“Thanks man." The blond placed his rucksack and the board in the sleeping cabin then hauled himself into the 


passenger seat next to Dave. 
I'm Taylor." He wiped his hand on his shorts then held it out to Dave to shake. 


Dave gripped the hand briefly and resisted the temptation to wipe his own hand on his jeans, Taylor had really 
hot, sweaty hands. "I'm Dave." 


“Thanks Dave, it's so fucking hot out there, | thought | was going to melt" 


Dave put the truck into gear and pulled back out onto the asphalt. "There are some bottles of water in the 
cooler behind the seat. Help yourself.” 


Taylor reached round to pull a bottle of water from the cooler, he took off his baseball cap and poured the 
bottle over his head. 


"What the fuck are you doing?" Dave shouted. "You were supposed to drink it not shower in it, you fucking 
idiot.” 


"Chill out Dave." Taylor grinned at him his hair hanging in wet clumps around his face. "I was hot, quickest way 
to cool down" He pulled out another bottle of water. "Don't panic, I'm gonna drink this one." 


Taylor gulped down the water, he threw both empty bottles over his shoulder into the sleeping cabin and 
belched loudly. Dave gripped the steering wheel, he was already regretting picking Taylor up and he wondered 
how he could get rid of him. It was nearly 400 miles to Long Beach, almost 7 hours of driving, and Taylor had 
already pissed him off in the first five minutes. Taylor rung out his wet hair into the footwell and Dave had to 
bite his tongue, he was going to dump his bony ass off at the next truck stop and throw his surfboard out 
after him. 
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They travelled the next I5 minutes in silence, Taylor seemed to have cottoned on to the fact that Dave was 


irritated with him and was staring out of the passenger window. Dave glanced across at him, he was probably 


a couple of years younger than Dave, he was skinny but his arms and legs looked muscular and his skin had 
that glow which comes from spending a lot of time outside in the sun. Dave by contrast was pale, he spent 
most of his time stuck inside the rig and he had developed an annoying little paunch from eating at truck stops 


and getting very little exercise. He decided he was going to start jogging in the evenings, get some exercise and 


get rid of that belly. 


"Doesn't it get lonely?" Taylor asked still staring out of the window. "Traveling on your own for hours a day, 


week after week, it must get lonely." 


Dave scratched at his beard. "I like it, I'm my own boss, | don't have to put up with any of that office politics 
bullshit either." 


"But don't you miss having people to talk to? To shoot the shit with? | would go crazy if | had no one to talk 
to" Taylor turned to face Dave and pushed his sunglasses onto the top of his head. He had beautiful eyes, 


Dave noticed, a gorgeous shade of hazel. 


Dave shrugged. "I had an office job before this, | was bored to fucking tears, | wanted something else, 
something without all that mundane shit." 


"And you chose to be a trucker?" Taylor smiled, the smile lit up his whole face. "Driving is fucking mundane. 
Boring as shit." 


"So what do you do Taylor? Professional beach bum?" Dave smirked, as much as Taylor annoyed him he was 


actually enjoying having a conversation with someone other than another trucker. 
Taylor laughed. "In the summer yes. | spend my whole summer chasing the waves." 
"And for the rest of the year?" 


"l'm a professor at UCLA, molecular biology department." Taylor grinned at Dave, "You didn't expect that did 


you?" 


Dave stared at Taylor, he was right, no way had he expected Taylor to be an academic. And he wasn't sure 
that Taylor wasn't fucking with him. The skepticism must have shown on his face, that or Taylor was used to 
people questioning his credentials, as Taylor pulled a wallet from his shorts and produced an ID card. Dave 
scanned the card, it was a UCLA staff card for Taylor Hawkins, Professor, Science Division, Molecular Biology 
Department. And if there were still any doubts the photo on the card could only be the grinning blond sitting 


next to him. 
"You don't look like a professor." Dave mumbled 


"What? Because l'm not wearing tweed pants, an Oxford shirt and a grey sweater?" Taylor chuckled. He looked 


Dave up and down. "You, on the other hand, look exactly like a trucker.” 


"Fuck off" But it was true Dave conceded. He was wearing a checked flannel shirt over a black t-shirt, black 
jeans and black boots, all he was missing was a truckers cap, which was currently sitting on the bunk behind 


him. 


The way Taylor said ‘manly’ made Dave take a closer look at the blond, he was attractive, verging on the side 
of pretty, and he had a mouth that looked like it could deliver a lot of pleasure. Maybe he had been too hasty 
in his decision to drop Taylor off at the next truck stop. 


Taylor ran a hand through his hair and grinned. "How about some music? | fucking hope you aren't into 


Country music, that stuff makes me want to puke." 


"I love a bit of Blake, or Tim, or Garth." Dave chuckled at the look of horror on Taylor's face. "Fuck off. Did you 
really think | listen to country?" 


Taylor shrugged. "You kind of have that hang dog look all those country guys have." 

"Fuck off" Dave growled. "My iPod is plugged into the stereo, knock yourself out" 

Taylor picked up the iPod and began scrolling through the music, Dave watched him out of the corner of his 
eye, his face was screwed up in concentration as he worked his way through Dave's music, the tip of his 
tongue poking from his lips. Dave swallowed hard and looked away, the sight of that pink tongue had made his 


cock twitch in his pants. Taylor's face split into a big grin as he found something he liked. 


"Fucking awesome." The sound of Rush's Jom Sawyer filled the cabin and Dave smiled as Taylor sang along and 
played air guitar. "This is one of the best fucking albums in the world” 


"At least you have good taste in music." Dave grinned. "| thought you were going to be into all that electro 


dance shit, Dildo or whatever his name is." 


‘Its Diplo you fucking idiot. That stuff makes my ears bleed, | leave it to the kids. l'm a classic rock guy.’ 
Taylor flashed Dave another toothy grin and cranked up the volume. "Lets fucking rock this rig.’ 
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The miles flew by as Taylor picked out classic rock tracks to play, he sang along to every one, his hair flying 
around his face as he head-banged along with the music. Dave joined in, he belted out the vocals to Queen, Van 


Halen, The Stones and Bowie, and he found he was actually enjoying the company. 


"l'm hungry." Taylor leaned across and rubbed Dave's belly. "You want something to fill you up?" 


Dave wasn't sure if Taylor was flirting with him or fucking with him. "I could manage a little something." 
Taylor laughed. "Just a little something? You look like a man with a big appetite to me." 

Dave smirked at the blond. "It depends on what's on offer." 

Taylor grinned. "Let's stop and get a coffee, maybe a snack, we can have something more substantial later." 


They stopped at a diner a few miles further along the highway, Dave ordered coffee and a sandwich whilst 


Taylor ordered a full breakfast with a side of pancakes and extra bacon 
Dave stared at the blond sitting opposite him in the booth. "I thought you just wanted a snack?" 


"This is a snack," Taylor laughed around a mouthful of pancake, "just something to keep me going until | get 
really hungry." 


Dave rolled his eyes, how the fuck did he stay so skinny when he ate a full truckers breakfast as a snack. He 
sipped on his coffee, it was rich and strong and he felt himself relaxing as the caffeine hit his bloodstream. 


"So Taylor how did you end up as a professor rather than a beach bum?" 


Taylor shrugged. "| wanted to be a beach bum but it doesn't pay that well. And | love science, fucking love it. 
All that stuff that goes on in a cell is just amazing, they are like tiny little power cells creating energy, giving 
us life. And they produce chemicals which regulate our moods, our emotions, they make us feel, make us who 


we are. It's so fucking amazing.” 


Dave smiled at Taylor, his whole face lit up as he spoke, he obviously loved his field of study and Dave found 
it endearing. He found himself wishing that he had more than a few hours to spend with Taylor, he was 


interesting and Dave wanted more time to talk with him. 
"| was never much good at school, | was more interested in going out and having a good time." 


"I had my fair share of fun" Taylor mopped up the rest of his breakfast with a piece of French toast. "| was 
lucky because | have a good memory so studying was easy. | could go out and have fun and still get good 


grades." He grinned at Dave. "| even tutored a couple of guys in my year, gave them private biology lessons." 


Dave almost choked on his coffee causing Taylor to laugh. "I was a very good teacher which is why | thought 
being a professor was the right job for me." He winked at Dave, "I could teach you a thing or two." 


Dave wiped his mouth with a napkin to hide his smile, he was enjoying flirting with Taylor but he didn't want to 
appear too keen, the little shit was a bit too cocky and Dave wanted to make him work for it. Dave had the 
waitress fill his travel mug with more coffee. "Guess we should hit the road, we're still five hours away from 


LA." He smiled to himself as he saw the look of surprise flicker over Taylor's face, Dave guessed he wasn't 


used to being toyed with. He signaled the waitress for the check but it was Taylor who pulled his wallet out 


and placed some notes on the table. 
"Thanks Taylor." 
"You're welcome." Taylor had a slight pout on his lips which made Dave smile even more. 


Taylor was quiet as Dave eased the truck back onto the highway and a few minutes later he heard soft 
snores coming from the passenger seat. He glanced across at Taylor, he was curled up in the seat his head 
resting on the window, his eyes closed and his mouth slightly open. Taylor was probably exhausted, he had 
been walking along the highway for several hours before Dave had stopped and picked him up. He looked so 
fucking cute and Dave had to resist the temptation to reach across and brush the blond hair away from his 
face. Dave's sexuality was fairly fluid, he liked both women and men and over the last year life on the road 
had given him plenty of opportunity to indulge in dalliances with both. Taylor was not his usual type, he tended 
to go for more rugged men, but there was something about the slim blond that attracted Dave, he felt he 
connected with him on an emotional level which was something that he hadn't felt for a long time. Dave turned 


the music down and let Taylor sleep as he drove on towards LA. 
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"Where are we?" Taylor's voice was thick with sleep, he scrubbed at his beard and yawned. 
"Just coming up on Palm Springs." 

"So what? Another three hours driving?" 


"About that yes." Dave was disappointed that they had such a short time left before they reached Long 
Beach, he wondered if he could slow the rig down without it being too obvious. 


Taylor yawned again and leaned back in the passenger seat, he kicked off his flip flops and placed his feet up on 
the dash crossing his ankles. He had long, slender feet which Dave found arousing, he did have a bit of a foot 
fetish, there was something about slim feet that made him want to lean over and suck on a toe. Taylor 
stretched his arms above his head causing his top to ride up his chest exposing a tanned taut stomach and a 
tangle of soft hairs poking out from the waistband of his shorts. Dave tore his eyes away from Taylor and 
concentrated on the road, trying to ignore the rapidly growing cock in his pants. 


"I'm so dirty." 
"What?" Dave almost lost control of the rig as he swiveled round in his seat to stare at Taylor. 


Taylor pulled up his shirt further using it to wipe his face. "I slept in the car last night and | got dust in places 
you should never get dust walking along the highway. | feel dirty." 


"Oh." Dave felt heat flood over his face as Taylor grinned at him. 
| need a shower." Taylor scratched his groin. "Can we stop somewhere so | can take a shower?" 
"We're only a few hours from LA, don't you want to wait until you get home?" 


"My shower is fucked, I've been showering at the gym but | left my membership card in the car." Taylor 


smiled at Dave. "And | need a shower." 


Dave swallowed hard, the image of a naked Taylor flashed across his mind. "There's a truck stop a few miles 


up ahead, there's a shower block" 
"Great" Taylor hugged his knees to his chest. "Can't wait to get cleaned up." 


Dave pulled into the parking lot of the truck stop, there were only three cars parked in front of the small 


diner and no other rigs. 
Taylor grabbed his backpack from the cabin and jumped out of the cab. "You staying here?" 
Dave ran a hand through his hair, it did feel kind of greasy. "| could probably use a shower." 


Taylor grinned as Dave locked up the truck and followed him across the lot into the diner. A middle aged 


woman behind the counter smiled as they entered. 
"Hi Dave, you still doing the Long Beach run?" 


"Hello Ruth. Yes still doing Long Beach." Dave regularly stopped here on his twice monthly run through from 
Virginia to Long Beach. 


Ruth glanced over at Taylor. "You learning the ropes honey? Dave will show you how it's done, he's a real 


sweetheart" 
Taylor laughed. “I'm not a trucker, l'm just along for the ride" 

Ruth chuckled. "You want some coffees?" 

“Just a shower, we'll take coffee to go” 

"Will that be one or two cubicles?" Ruth raised her eyebrows at Dave. 


Dave felt himself color up. "Two, we need two shower cubicles" He pulled out a twenty dollar bill and picked up 


two towels one of which he gave to Taylor. 


"Cubicles one and two." Ruth handed them both a small key. 


Taylor winked at Ruth and laughed as she winked back at him. Dave flushed a deeper red, he pulled open the 
door to the shower rooms and winced as he heard Ruth chuckling, he was never going to be able to stop here 


agai n. 


"There is soap and shit in the cubicle, just leave your towel in there when you are done" Dave unlocked the 


door to cubicle one. 
"Sure," Taylor unlocked his door, "see you in a bit” 


Dave pulled the door closed behind him, he leant into the shower stall and turned on the water letting it get 
hot whilst he stripped off. He stepped into the shower and let the water run over his shoulders and back, the 
hot spay helped his muscles relax, he didn't realize how tense he had been. He picked up a small bottle of 
shower gel, dumped the contents on his hand and soaped across his arms and his chest, his hands traced small 
circles around his nipples and down his stomach. His mind drifted to Taylor who was by now naked and only a 
few feet way from him in the next cubicle, he could imagine how Taylor's body looked, how it would feel to 
have the blond's hands wrapped around his cock. He groaned and reached for his cock, he slowly stroked 
himself with his hand, his cock growing hard as he imagined Taylor's fingers stoking his length. He gripped his 
cock more firmly and increased the pace, his eyes closed as he pumped his hand in ever faster strokes, he 


was getting close when he heard a knock at the cubicle door. 


"Dave?" Taylor's muffled voice drifted through the door. "There's no soap in my cubicle, can | have some of 


yours?" 
"Cant you go ask Ruth for some?" He wasn't going to open the door, not with a raging boner. 
"l'm only in a towel, I'm not going out there like this. Please Dave." 


Dave sighed, he stepped out of the shower and pulled the towel around his waist trying to hide his erection as 
best he could. He grabbed a bottle of shower gel and opened the door a few inches, Taylor was standing in 
front of the door wearing just a towel and a huge smile. Dave kept his body behind the door and shoved the 
bottle at the blond. Taylor glanced round at the door to the diner then dropped his towel to the floor. Dave 
sucked in a breath as Taylor stood naked in front of him, he was beautiful, his lean tanned body was as 


perfect as Dave had imagined. 
"Can | come in?" Taylor gently pushed at the cubicle door. 


Dave nodded, he stepped back as Taylor picked up his towel and slipped into the cubicle closing the door behind 
him. Taylor smiled, he took Dave's hand and led him towards the shower. 


"You appear a bit over dressed" Taylor pulled at the towel around Dave's waist so that it unravelled and fell to 


the floor. "That's better." Taylor placed a hand on Dave's chest tracing a finger over his tattoos. "You're so 


fucking hot" 


Dave reached out and ran his hand over the long blond hair, it was as soft and silky as it looked, he cupped his 
hand behind Taylor's head and drew him forward into a kiss. Taylor's lips were soft, he pushed his tongue into 
the blond's mouth and groaned as Taylor pressed up against him. Their kisses were urgent, lips mashed 
together, tongues swirling together fighting for control, bodies pressed tightly against each other. Taylor broke 
the kiss, he kicked Dave's discarded towel in front of him and dropped to his knees, he smiled up at Dave 
before taking him in his mouth. Dave moaned as Taylor mouth worked him, he had thought Taylor had a 
mouth made for sucking but the blond was fucking amazing. He used his tongue, teeth and lips to suck, lick and 
graze Dave's cock, making him slump back against the wall for support as his legs threatened to give way. He 
wound his fingers into the blond hair and tugged hard, Taylor responded by taking Dave deeper into his throat, 
rivers of saliva ran down his chin dripping onto the towel as he mouth fucked him. Dave was close, he felt the 
growing tingling within, he groaned loudly tightening his grip on Taylor's hair, pushing himself into the warm 
moistness of Taylor's mouth. Taylor pulled back, Dave thought he might have made Taylor gag but the blond 


smiled up at him. 


"Sit" Taylor indicated the wooden chair where Dave had left his clothes, Dave swept his clothes to the floor 
not caring that they landed in a puddle of water and sat on the chair. 


Taylor pulled a small bottle of lube out from under his towel, he stood straddling Dave's legs and handed him 
the lube. "| want you to fuck me Dave, | want that huge cock of yours inside me, | want to feel you fill me 


with your come." 


Dave squirted some lube on his fingers, he pulled Taylor to him spreading his legs wider and reached up 
between his legs. His fingers found Taylor's opening, he slipped one finger inside Taylor who moaned as Dave 
worked a second finger inside him. Taylor's cock twitched as Dave stretched him wider, he had a gorgeous 
cock, long and thick with prominent veins, Dave bent forward and took it into his mouth savoring the salty 
taste of pre-come on his tongue. Dave continued to suck Taylor, continued to stretch him with a third finger 


getting him ready to take him. 

Dave let the cock slip from his mouth. "Are you ready? Do you want me to fuck that tight ass of yours?" 
"Fuck yes," Taylor hissed as Dave withdrew his fingers. "I want you to make me howl." 

Dave slathered lube over his throbbing cock, he gripped Taylor's hips and lowered him down onto his rock hard 
cock. He groaned as he slipped inside, the tightness of Taylor's ass pushing down on him made his balls ache, he 
was going to come so hard. Taylor placed his hands on Dave's shoulders to steady himself as he lifted himself 
up then pushed himself back down moaning as Dave's cock hit his prostrate. 


"Holy fuck Dave, you make me so fucking hard, | could ride you all day." 


Taylor moved his hands to grip the back of the chair as Dave thrust his hips upward to meet Taylor's 
downward thrusts. Dave thrust harder as Taylor pushed down burying himself deep inside the blond who 


moaned his pleasure into Dave's hair. 


Dave took Taylor's cock in his hand sliding it up and down his long, hard length. "You going to come for me 


professor? You going to cover me with your come?" 
‘lm going come so fucking hard" Taylor panted. "I'm going come all over your hot trucker body." 


Taylor increased his pace, pushing himself up onto his feet before slamming back down on Dave's lap, he added 
his own hand to Dave's stroking himself with his fingers entwined in Dave's. Dave couldn't hold on much longer, 
the tightness of Taylor around his cock, the harness of Taylor in his hands brought him closer and closer to 


release. 
"Give it to me Dave, fill me up" Taylor hissed into Dave's ear. "I want your come." 


With a final thrust Dave growled his orgasm, hips bucking as he released his load into the blond, wave upon 
wave of pleasure rippling through his body. 


‘lm coming.....fuck." Taylor exploded in Dave's hand, strings of white come splattered against his stomach as 


Taylor threw his head back and howled, the sound echoing off the white tiles. 
Both men were breathing heavily, Dave pushed the sweaty hair off Taylor's face and kissed him. 
"Think we could probably do with that shower now.' 


FE FE FE E E E E E E WE E AE E AE E WE E WE E WE E E E E WE WE E WE E E E E WE WE E E E E E E WE WE WE E E E E EE WE E E E E E WE E E EK 


Dave pulled the truck into the trailer yard at Long Beach docks. He had dropped Taylor off in Orange County 
where he could get a bus back home although quite how he was gong to manage getting his surfboard on 
public transport Dave wasn't sure. After signing in at the transport office Dave decided to take a walk along 
the harbor, it was early evening and the sunset was going to be beautiful. He bought a coffee at a Starbucks 
and sat on a bench overlooking the water sipping his coffee as the sun dipped lower in the sky. 


He pulled a scrap of paper from his pocket, it was the receipt for the shower cubicles on which Taylor had 
scrawled his phone number. He smiled at the message Taylor had left beneath his phone number, Call for 
private biology lessons’ Dave came through Long Beach every two weeks and it was easy enough for him to 


leave his rig at the docks and get a bus down to Laguna to spend the night with Taylor. 


Becoming a trucker had been good for Dave, it gave him the freedom that he had longed for and with nothing 
to tie him down it suited his circumstances. But he couldn't be a long distance trucker forever, he would have 
to settle down at some point; he wanted a home, a life, a lover to curl up with every night. Maybe when his 
contract was up in six months time he would look for a short haul job, one where he got to go home every 
night, and maybe he might move to LA, plenty of short haul jobs in LA. Dave finished his coffee as the setting 


sun colored the sky in tones of red and orange. LA was definitely somewhere he could see himself living and he 


had a reason to make LA his home, a certain blond haired professor come beach bum who had made him 


realize that there was more to life than an open road. 


